The One. ° 

Many years ago, while accompanying a Vietnamese woman named Kim, befriended over 30 years 
ago, we attended a Chinese New Year’s celebration; Vietnamese culture very seriously observes the 
holiday as a holy tradition, among others — such as a reverent respect for the aged, etc. Vietnamese 
culture is robust with richness, beauty and tradition beyond any other that I know. In that household were 
roughly 6 generations of beautiful human beings beginning with the original, very old great grandparents 
from pre—fall Saigon, old country Vietnam. I greatly admire such people and folks like them for doing so 
much in America with so little while too many Americans complainingly do so little with so much. 
During Chinese New Year festivities, the original great grandparents observed it all via video surveillance 
elsewhere in the house, which was more of a mansion than home — it was huge. They fared very well in 
America. Unbeknownst to me, these elders observed every guest’s arrival and exit watching the main 
foyer antechamber. When our party arrived, they sent for their eldest son and instructed him to discreetly 
fetch me to their audience. Now I had never before been there, did not know where was this place, never 
met these people, and have not known them since; but they recognized me. About half an hour into the 
celebration, he approached, introduced himself and quietly said that his parents wanted to see me — alone. 
Respectfully he asked me to please follow him; Kim was not pleased but out of good manners nodded a 
restrained approval. In Vietnamese, he reassured her that I would return unharmed. I was confused. We 
came with another couple that were friends of a family member from school. He led me into a massive 
chamber well off into another wing of the house to see his parents. After cordial introductions all round, 
the elders began to speak very seriously, and kept saying ‘he is the one who must know our story.’ The 
son was their interpreter; I did not know Vietnamese and they did not know English. Before beginning, 
the son cautioned me by saying his parent’s instructions were very precise — ‘be still, ask no questions — 
just listen.” Protocol was very grave, strict and disciplined. These elders fled Vietnam during “Fall of 
Saigon” escaping as refugee “boat-people.” That painful, historic topic remains understandably a closed, 
subject within the family circles. Evidently, much of what they divulged of their ordeal was as new to 
him as it was to me; he said they keep repeating ‘you are the one...’ Their son broke down into tears at 
what they revealed through him to a complete stranger. He could not translate into English some of what 
they described in native dialect so paraphrased in vagaries. ‘What they say makes no sense to me; there 
are no words...’ said he. The scenario under Pol Pot occupation was quite ghastly but not surprising. 
Perhaps because of the historical, first person accounts that my grandparents told to me as a child 
describing personal experiences and stories of Native American and Polish—Jewish genocides of my 
ancestors in preparing me as spirit bearer for my people. For instance, in early America USA government 
genocidally hunted my Native American kindred and the buffalo to brink of extinction. Only a spark of 
sanity stopped that at end of the Indian Wars at turn of 1900; instead of total extinction, US government 
herded survivors into Reservations — aka US concentration camps to waste away. My European ancestor 
counterparts in the 1900’s fared no better as Jewish Poles who during Nazi occupation died in Warsaw 
ghetto and Treblinka extermination camp. At the height of genocidal efficiency, 1500 Jews a day 
processed from railroad cars through gas chambers into mass burial pits. My heritage is no stranger to 
persecution. These two surviving elders remained unmoved and stoic during the whole interchange. Their 
son was in snot slinging tears, shock and disbelief throughout most of it. However, I realized revealing 
their forbidden history to an outsider was bestowal of honor and respect, which commands reciprocation 
in kind, and I understand stoic Native American pride as a proud nation. Outwardly, I reflected mutual 
reverence; inside I was empathetic to their pain also inherent to my bloodlines. In sum, what I learned 
from them is they were the two sole survivors out of 10 refugees who hurriedly escaped on a make-shift 
raft during the communist occupation and fall of Saigon. After undergoing exposure, starvation, pirate 
and shark attack, disease and more unimaginable hardships that claimed the lives of everyone else, all 
seemed lost when a US Naval vessel rescued them from international waters. Miracle, fate — you decide. 
Their narrative was ghastly; however, the tale was much worse for those they left behind. Pol—Pot, 
Khmer Rouge communists in their killing fields and elsewhere systematically murdered multi—millions of 
Vietnamese people in a dehumanized, holocaust beginning with abandoned mixed American—Vietnamese 


kids and their mothers who, to survive, often fled forsaking their kids; nobody knows until placed in such 
a position what s/he will do. Choosing courage or cowardice when no other option exists to survive is a 
choice most Americans never face. Occupying communist’s first butchered abandoned Vietnamese — 
American babies and kids left to the orphanages. I personally befriended a Vietnamese woman living in 
the US, over 30 years ago, who fled those killing fields with her American —Vietnamese infant; at 16, she 
traveled by foot through occupied jungles into Thailand then immigrated to the US in search of the child’s 
American Army father, which she never found. One need not look at her very closely to notice a hunted- 
haunted look always in her eyes. Noticeable mostly when she accompanied me to VA clinic and hospital; 
I saw it very clearly as she examined every Vet’s face still looking for him. I cannot fully imagine what 
lies behind those eyes, for she underwent unimaginable horrors surviving with her infant son getting out 
of Vietnam after US exodus from the war, aka the “Fall of Saigon” as it is culturally observed. Brutal 
genocide spread throughout Vietnam with Communist occupation...the rest is candy—coated history in 
approximation to Nazi occupation of Poland in WW2. Where most sites of the atrocities now are tourist 
attractions to paying, curious visitors. After about an hour they finished; the son and I respectfully bid 
farewell. After regaining composure, as promised, he returned me to Kim, and then retired from the hall; 
yes, there was a formal ‘party room’ in that house just for occasions like this! After the meeting, while 
observing all those people in the household, from infants to the very old: instantly, very clearly — I had an 
Epiphany. Had US involvement in the Vietnamese War not slowed and interfered with an already in 
progress Cambodian Communist genocide not one of those people would exist... NOT ONE OF 
THEM. Ethnic cleansing would’ve wiped out all the ancestors ending those bloodlines!! Voof! 
Immediately, I exited outdoors into the garden while hiding my tears, which washed away decades of 
personal hatred that I harbored against the crazy Asian War. My ancestral wounds still on the mend hurt 
but I no longer hate them or my reasons for bearing them. I was as a child prepared for all but that hatred. 
Instantly, I suddenly realized the bigger picture of all the sacrifices that painted the realization, which 
spans tens of millions of Vietnamese descendants world wide that would not exist but by providence from 
survivors — such as those two elders — who escaped the war’s aftermath. It is an oxymoron simply to 
write war and blessing in the same sentence BTW. Why or how they recognized me, as ‘the one’ and why 
remains mysterious however — life is enigmatic. 


The Puzzle 


An eminent scientist wanted to buy a gift for his young son. “Not toys,” he said to the shopkeeper, 
“show me something intellectual for my 6-yr old.” The shopkeeper went around and brought a jigsaw 
puzzle that read For ages 3 and up. “This is going to be too easy,” the father scoffed. “He’s a scientist’s 
son. Get me something more difficult.” “Trust me, Sir,” the vendor said. “This is the hardest puzzle out 
there. Even you can’t solve it.” Moved by the challenge, the scientist opened the box and immediately 
began solving the puzzle. Much to his own amazement, even half an hour later, he couldn’t put it together. 
“T don’t understand,” he said scratching his head, “what the hell is this puzzle?” “Take it easy, Sir,” the 
shopkeeper replied calmly. “It can’t be solved. It can’t be understood. This is the puzzle of life.” OSHO 


